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In Clover 


We are all of eight 

as deeply 

we suck on sweet clover 
on this billowy hill; 

there is no concern 

but for pregnant clover shoots 
in daisy-tossed fields 

limp with cloying July sun! 
We race down hills 

into cool water 

and the embrace of willows. 


Our world is young, 

each day is pure, cloudless sunshine 
through the brief summer of youth, 
one day flowing into the next 

like brushstrokes 

on a master canvas. 


Loon Echo Close Up (Postlude) 
There are indisputable signs... 


I know it is time to leave Loon Ecl 
for another year 

as the last leaf tugs reluctantly 

in freshet breeze from the maple b: 
the squall chill speaks of winter. 
When you walk, morning frost cru 
on the lichen, 

Yes, it is time to lock up 

our summer dreams... 

time to return to alien city 

where millions of people 

can be lonely together. 


- from Loon Echo by Kenn D. Johnson. 





